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There were a few seconds of waiting. The assistants made
despairing signs at the scientist without attracting her attention.
Marie was absorbed in the contemplation of a magnificent
specimen of carnotite which had been offered her five minutes
earlier, which she was turning over and over in her hands in
order to admire it from all sides. In thought she must have been
already choosing the exact spot, the shelf in the Radium Insti-
of Paris where this very rare specimen would be placed.
A renewed announcement from the speaker and some
respectful digs of the elbow were necessary to bring her back
from Paris to Washington. Embarrassed, she hastily pressed the
magic button and thus reassured the thousands of invisible
listeners who had been surprised by the unexpected hitch.
Philadelphia. Honorary titles. Doctorates. Presents were
exchanged between Mme Curie and the scientific and industrial
notables of the city: the owner of a factory gave the scientist
fifty milligrammes of mesothorium. The members of the
American Philosophical Society bestowed the John Scott Medal
on her. As a mark of gratitude, Marie presented this society
with a "historic'* piezoelectric quartz, made and used by her
during her first years of research.
She visited the radium factory in Pittsburgh, where her
famous gramme had been isolated.* Another doctor's degree at
the university. . . . Marie wore her university gown, which was
becoming and comfortable, but she refused to cover her grey
hair with the traditional mortar-board, which she thought
hideous and accused of "not staying on/' She remained baife-
headed, hat in hand, in the midst of the crowd of students and
professors crowned with their stiff black mortar-boards. The
most experienced coquette could not have calculated her effect
better. Marie had no idea of the immaterial beauty of her face
among all these black-framed faces.
She stiffened in Order not to fall during the ceremony; she
received bouquets, listened to speeches, hymns and choruses.
. . . But on the next morning the news that had been feared
was made public: Mme Curie was too weak to continue her
journey. On the advice of her electors, she gave up her tour in